EPITAPH 


Upon His Lare IM A FESTT, 


| King CHARLES the Il. 


HE Statne, which the Rhoads (ay, 
The Sun Deſcends on every Day ; 
Is allo here in ENGLAND f|t 
Wichia this Rapal Cabinet ; 

To whoſe Eternal Hallovged*Urn, 

Pilgrims from Far, ſhall come and £Pourn : 

Their SnoWwyp-Heads (hall Pzoſtrate here, 

And Drop a Pearly-Aged Tear. 

TIME, that does make of All his Game, 

And over all our Hours-does Reign; 

Wich this Gzeat Treafure now Poſt, 

May ſet Him down in Peace, and Reſt, 

While We (through Sorrows-Ugle) go an, ' 

As CESAR, palt Great -Rubwon. 

Thy Actions. cannot be Yurot'd, 

Nor can upon the Bzaſs be told, 

Like Wonders that the Poets cell 

Of HER 0+S thatin SDarble Dwell ; 

Which like ro Rocks chac Tempeſts Scorn, 

. And ofc are Angry with the Storm ; 

Muſt Boo, and yield az TIMES Gtrat Call, 

And inco Flintp-pleces fall : 

While tby Bleſt Name ſhall ſtill Our-live 

(All che Decay char Age tan give) 

More I\Wpect then thoſe Fijdaſpes Lends, 

And the Fam'd-Phanix c're ſhe Ends : 

Thy @ptr(t did (like Flje) Fall 

10 Bleſs ns at thy FUNERAL. 


FINAS 
{*_" _ Prigned for Þ, Brook, arthe Goldew-Bal, in Ppe-Corner : 


